The Pegasus 


Winners 


Volume I 


The Pegasus Winners: Volume I 


Hope BG I eiince peeve incon seoaninnmerisnnsconnn sn na ta iins EEEE aS EERE EEE EE 
Lullaby fora Weary World (Burnside Clapp) simesescasawsniorareenncmmanmnunsensennnmsone 
Daddy s Little Boy (PORK) ssis scasncceassinatancatentansnvensstauscatsutbasuareerenmeuraveemaaes 
The Return of the King, Ub-huh (SPIR) cascasscessansesssoeexensessexsacemoncantancianesmeanereanss 
Temper of Revenge (LOMO?) scconcsmsassnainccmnaspecessorenmansmwmannmmmnmnmmamenuigeinnA 
Unreality Warp (FIt) sxsscccnessxnensacrmsennanenioxintennancucsnnnuasninerinicusinmsorstanatianccuuntoseas 
Kinda Mediocre; Actially (Fit & Roper) soccnsssscasscnssesnansoessaasaccsesvecssernesnssonoxenses 
A Boy and His Frog: (Sit) scccosesxcsccmncserecenranncenvanssmnsnnsonssanaraneremavernmamnanescensens 
Song of the Shield-Wall (Doyle & Williamson) ssssraccncnscirseinniansnolensnnceraiscstioanvens 
Wind Prom Rainbow’ SEW (Roper) sccscecsececcmmenonesncprarcimanaeracreneucsnntansnmnmnadiduaamunnsie 
lightsalor COTTON) csiseccecoomninenzansenioiamsinaninncastosemioiensiainbeanmentanvvenateedecetes 
Dawson s Christan CEMS) occ roesiccpaxevevwier ea esareeeiansanersnanceceansrenessinaesivinnemnaincanionnsis 
Fran the Corners enrorenrrstrres toes ncne demeraennanrcmeestntiad tenn iy EEEE EEES 
Soperman Sex Life Boogie (Smith) exe sicsenwoemanenmeatsitinnesnwnesrcunsunoninoetivenunrentworgroedsiniin 
Velveteen (Mar) ag ine wossteepncaco rio bonce as cecasieceas dass a A E EE E OTA 
Daddys Litle: Girl (Ecklar) ssw esiisesnesiiinsiinessvnestiiai oia us e 
Dolt Voms el (SUNON) escasses niekina aaan eaa R a t iei 
Weekend-Only World (Burnside Clapp) .....cseesseeeeeseeeeeeeeeeeseeeeeseeereeseesreeseesseesresseess 
A Reconsideration of Anatomical Docking Maneuvers 

in a Zero-Gravity Environment (Gallagher) ..........c:ccccccccsssseceeeeeseees 
Witnesses WANG CPE) rear R A R 
Göd. Lives on Lera (CT) cescceciminaxeiviscxanessncrw R EEE E 
Madame Curie’s Hands (Elms) ......ecoesesesessssesssnoooesssssssssssseosoesecseeesessssssseseoseseeessoese 
Har DOLS CRASSO VOR) perian E ER ETE 


The following songs, not included in this volume, also won Pegasus awards: 


Frank Hayes: 12 Years at Worldcon (best parody, 1984) 

Mercedes Lackey and Leslie Fish: Wind’s Four Quarters (best fantasy song, 1989) 
Robert Heinlein and Mark Bernstein: Green Hills of Earth (best filk song, 1993) 
Michael Longcor: Rhinotelexomania (best humorous song, 1993) 


Editor: Gary McGath 

Cover art: Carolly Cristin Hauksdottir 

Inside art: Jane Sibley, Tom Smith, Virginia Taylor 

Proofreading and collating: Eli Goldberg, the elves of M.A.S.S. F.I.L.C. 
Use of laser printer courtesy of Scitex, Inc. 


Copyright © 1994 by M.A.S.S. F.I.L.C. 
Songs and artwork copyright by their respective authors. 


A Decade of OVFF 


Once upon a time, in a faraway land known as Cincinnati, a group of musically-inclined fen 
nervously, anxiously waited for their newly-made creation — the Ohio Valley Filk Fest — to come 
to life and ring out with song. Instead, up and down the corridor could be heard the frantic cry of 
oe know where Julia is?!?” Julia Ecklar, Guest of Honor for the first ever OVFF, had not 
arrived. 


It seemed a foreboding beginning to what has since become the premier midwest filk 
convention. The founding members—Van Siegling, Lori Coulson, Kathy Hamilton, Emily Vasquez 
(Coulson), Jan Wagner, Sally Kobee and Larry Smith — weren’t sure what to expect that year, 1984. 
Or what to tell the seventy-nine or so brave souls who had come expecting to hear music. And just 
when things were starting to look their worst, Julia found her way through the orange barrels to 
arrive—out of breath, she said—at the con. Her thirty minute tale of the “journey of woe” had 
everyone in stitches. Our first effort, including our first Pegasus award (crafted by Sheri Klein), had 
taken wing and soared. 


Sometimes word of mouth can work wonders for you; even with a year’s hiatus, our attendance 
for OVFF II went to 112. The con moved to the Park University Hotel in Columbus. Bill Sutton and 
Margaret Middleton were our guests and witnesses to the birth of what are now long-standing 
traditions. We had our first “More or Less Traditional Halloween Party,” along with our first 
costume contest. Bill was a yuppig — young urban porcine. Our first songwriting contest winner 
was Kathy Mar’s “Doppelganger.” The topic? “Things That Go Bump in the Night.” The Pegasus 
awards saw the presentation of etched goblets by Beth Willinger. 


We had problems with the hotel. One or two. Or three. Or... Like no elevators. Con suite 
supplies were hauled up over the room’s balcony by rope and tackle (and by Greg Cronau). Dealers 
also schlepped their wares up to the second floor. We got our revenge, however, with the birth of 
another long-standing tradition. We had an informal jam session Sunday morning in a beautiful but 
small loft. Right over the hotel’s registration desk. 


And you may have heard stories — nay, legends — about the Filk Revival led by (Ir)Reverends 
Bill Sutton, Steve Schwartz, and others. Let us just say that it was a very spiritual experience. 


Fights with the Hotel, Round II. Things weren’t much better in 1987, when we took our 
convention of 150 strong to the Holiday Inn in Delaware. They decided they wanted a bar band. Of 
course, the fact that their noise crossed over into our function space didn’t seem to matter. We lost 
the “Battle of the Bar Band” on Friday night. Concerts were hastily rescheduled for Saturday 
afternoon; this arrangement worked so well that we’ ve never changed it. 


Mercedes Lackey (“Misty”) and Michael Longcor (“Moonwulf”’) witnessed technology as our 
Guests of Honor at OVFF III. We were honored and privileged to host the wedding of Bill and 
Brenda Sutton. Our gift to the newlyweds was to broadcast the nuptials over CompuServe, the 
computer on-line service where Bill and Brenda met. This almost didn’t happen when we discovered 
that none of our function space had working phone jacks. Greg Cronau once again saved the day by 
working magic in the hotel’s phone switching room. He was finally able to rest at the Pegasus 
awards, held at midnight for the first time. Sandwiches were served and Pegasus award recipients 
received glass wands made by Beth Willinger. 


The 50th anniversary of the Mercury Theater’s radio broadcast of The War of the Worlds 
coincided with OVFF IV in 1988. We celebrated the occasion with a concert medley and a “War of 
the Worlds” dead dog party. Bill Roper was the Guest of Honor; our Toastmaster was Diana 
Gallagher Wu. We changed hotels yet again; the convention was at the Ramada Inn in Columbus. 
Some of the most memorable events were captured on video by Chimera Productions and shown on 
local public access TV. We’ ve even got a tape to prove it. 
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We were halfway to X in 1989. We had a minor Fight with the Hotel, Round III, when the 
University Inn decided to become the Ramada Inn. One month before the con. Without telling 
anyone. Since the attendees were looking for the University Inn, this caused a few problems for our 
out-of-towners. It caused a few problems for the in-towners, too. Our Fifth Annual Pegasus Awards 
were etched slate plaques. 


Every attendee was given a copy of the filking board game “The Cosmic Drain,” where good 
luck — represented by upward moving hotel elevators and stairways — shortened the journey to 
fandom, and bad luck — represented by the Cosmic Drain Plumbing Co.— sent you back to 
Mundania. Barry and Sally Childs-Helton were our Guests of Honor and Joey Shoji was our 
Toastmaster. They all did their best to keep Mundania at bay. Tom Smith and Michael Longcor tied 
for first in the “Best Drinking Song” songwriting contest. 


OVFF VI was the first filk con held at the Hilton Inn North (our current home). Amazingly 
enough, it was not the last filk con held there. Our first ever Mad Hatter’s Tea Party — a blend of 
High Tea and a Halloween party — was hosted by our first ever Listener Guest of Honor, Mary 
Frost Pierson. 


Our program book contained a wonderful parody of an article in an aviation magazine, 
announcing a prototype rollout. The “prototype”? Mitchell and T. J. Burnside Clapp’s new baby. 
The event made for a truly memorable rendition of T. J.’s “Lullaby for a Weary World.” 


1991 brought OVFF VII, and our co-chair, Emily Vasquez Coulson, showed off her new baby. 
Miranda proved—more than once— that her lungs and voice had been inherited straight from 
grandma Juanita. 


Cynthia McQuillin was Guest of Honor, Robin Bailey was Toastmaster, the Listener Guest was 
Howard Scrimgeour, and our Special Guest was Tom Smith. Two hundred and two of us witnessed 
Tom’s amazingly quick riposte to a parody of his work; it was notarized as written in under nine 
minutes! 


“Sleep is for the weak and sickly” became the catch phrase at OVFF VIII. A number of 
attendees and concom members tried to outdo each other by seeing who could stay awake longest. 
Sleep-deprived people will do strange things. Kathy Mar, our GoH, taught us to hang spoons off our 
noses in Thai restaurants. Larry Warner, Toastmaster Extraordinaire, brought sunshine and warmth 
. with him from Arizona. Marie Schneider was our Listener Guest; she definitely lived by the catch 
phrase as she went 50-plus hours without sleep. Kathy Mar and MEW also defined, for all time, 
whether it is better to spit or swallow — Tullamore Dew, that is. 


Last year’s OVFF, number IX, saw our first ever Interfilk Guest. Zander Nyrond brought us filk, 
British-style. Duane Elms was GoH; he and his wife wore amazing costumes (and gave us cookies, 
too). Mary Ellen Wessels — MEW — handled her Toastmaster duties with grace and style. Our 
Listener Guest, Helen Parker, was a true and proper lady, as always. 


Throughout the years, we’ve strived to influence filk, to promote growth and infuse new ideas 
into fandom. Our intent has been to challenge would-be songwriters’ talents to find the music within 
them and give it voice, to provide an arena for experimentation and a safe place for those who may 
have tried elsewhere — and thought they’d failed. Any and all are welcome to find their own song 
with us — whether it’s as a listener, a performer, or something in between. 


The Pegasus Award has become prestigious, a worthy and attainable goal for any filker. We 
took our inspiration for the Pegasus Award from both the story “A Bridle for Pegasus” by Anne 
McCaffrey and the accompanying illustration by Frank Kelly Freas. Both of these artists had already 
brought the very images we loved most to life. Our grandest goals were to attempt the same thing — 
in our own style — by creating the convention for all fen with a song in their hearts. 


— the OVFF X Con Committee 


The Pegasus Winners 3 


Best Filk Song, 1984 
Hope Eyrie 


Words and Music: Leslie Fish, Copyright © 1975 


Worlds grow old and suns grow cold And 


death we nev- e can doubt. Time’s cold wind, wail- ing 


down the past, Re- minds us that all flesh is grass. And 


his- to- ry’s lamps blow out. But the Ea- gle has 


land- ed; tell your chil- dren when. — 


The Pegasus Winners 


Dm F C BbA 


Worlds grow old and suns grow cold 


Dm C F A 
And death we never can doubt. 
Dm C F C 


Time’s cold wind, wailing down the past, 
Dm A Dm A 
Reminds us that all flesh is grass 


Dm C Dm 
And history’s lamps blow out. 
F C A Dm C 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
F C Dm C A Dm 


Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


Cycles turn while the far stars burn 

And people and planets age. 

Life’s crown passes to younger lands, 

Time brushes dust of hope from his hands 

And turns another page. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


But we who feel the weight of the wheel 

When winter falls over our world 

Can hope for tomorrow and raise our eyes 

To a silver moon in the opened skies 

And a single flag unfurled. 
But the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


We know well what life can tell: 

If you would not perish, then grow. 

And today our fragile flesh and steel 

Have laid their hands on a vaster wheel 

With all of the stars to know 
That the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 


From all who tried out of history’s tide, 
Salute for the team that won. 
And the old Earth smiles at her children’s reach, 
The wave that carried us up the beach 
To reach for the shining sun. 
For the Eagle has landed; tell your children when. 
Time won’t drive us down to dust again. 
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Best Filk Song, 1990 


Lullaby for a Weary World 


Words and Music: T. J. Burnside Clapp, Copyright 1984 


L,I won- der how my world can live with 
2. (I) see her peo- ple dy- ing for such 


scared of how long it may last and just how soon it 
bod- ies of the in- no- cent are washed up on the 
though my hands may bleed and burn, Pll hold my brok- en 


all could end. And I wish the power to 
length- ening shore, While the ris- ing tide of 
world to me, Un- til her ug- ly 


stop it all could rest with- in my hands. 
his- to- ry just ebbs and flows a gain. 
scars have healed and peace may reign ae gain. 


2.1 gain. Oh— 
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noise 


and 


gen- tle voice 


war. 
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I cant staunch, PI bleed a long be- side her, But I 


Ae ee E, AR 7 ES E EE DE a ES ES 2) So S 
ea ee Ae eee 2 es eee ee DE ee Ge ee eee eee 
Ai 


4. And when the stars have all burned out, ril 


sing to her in dark- ness. Sleep, my wea- ry 


grant this pre- cious world I shel- ter 


one more chance to live. — Oh, may God grant my 


Ee. T ee Cee 


eE 
UB, o | eo bE AE T EA Bp ea 


pre- cious world an- oth- er chance to love. Oh — 
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Best Parody, 1986 


Daddy’s Little Boy 


Words: Murray Porath, Copyright 1984; “Requiem” Copyright 1986 
Music: “Daddy’s Little Girl” by Julia Ecklar (see p. 38) 


Am E7 
Daddy’s little boy, born just two years ago, 
E Am 
Amidst his dad and mother’s joy and tears. 
Am E7 
And little did we know then our next full night of sleep 
E Am 
Won’t be for days, or weeks, or months, or years! 
G Am 
Oh, for when his bottle’s empty, or his diaper’s ope brown, 


He fills his little lungs with air and emits unearthly sounds. 
Am EZ 
He screams higher, higher, higher, and then kicks his tiny feet; 
G Am 
Higher, higher, higher than a Dolby quad in heat! 
Am E7 


Turns family into strangers and his mother to a wreck; 


But hearing this, you haven’t heard the worst: 
Am 
At a Banshees’ Shrieking Contest, he placed first. 


So you turn in at 10:30, and you hear a piercing howl! 

Hold your breath — I think he fell asleep. 

So you try and go do likewise, and you fall into his trap; 

He waits until your dreaming cycle’s deep. 

And then promptly at 3:30, he throws a tantrum loose, 

And produces ultrasonics that would stun a full-grown moose! 


He is hyper, hyper, hyper, till you think it cannot end; 
And his diaper, diaper, diaper overfloweth once again. 
So people without children, please heed ye our advice: 
Take pleasures now, although they may be few; 

For the next Con-going parents could be you! 


Requiem 


Daddy’s little boy turned four some years ago: 

A day imprinted and burned into me. 

He told me what he’d seen — an airplane catching fire; 

He saw it at the day care on TV. 

There was nothing I could tell him, and nothing I could say, 
For January 28 is Jason’s natal day 


When fire, fire, fire burned the Challenger in a flash! 
Fire, fire, fire turned our dreams to nightmare ash. 

A day of joy and pain to me: the lesson that I’ve learned 
Is how to smile and how to hold back tears 

As Jason’s birthday comes around each year. 
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Best Crossover Song, 1992 


The Return of the King, Uh-huh 


Words and Music: Tom Smith, Copyright 1989 


Elvish-y 


Well, the world’s in a great com- mo- tion, From the 


Hob- bits ae sneak- in’ the One Ring From the fry- ing pan in- to the 


Fire. “From some- where we got- ta get a he- ro 


That’s what the bards all sing. But they nev- er ex- pec- ted the 


rock- in’ and roll- in’ I 3 bring— Its the re- turn of the King. 


Well, ev- ery- one said that I was dead, Or may- be 


Ar a Go- in off to hide, But I just kicked back to 
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Well, the ma in a great commotion, 
From the Gas Mountain back to the S 
The aie are sneakin’ the One Ring 
From the fying pan into the Fire. 


I got my Rangers hoppin’ 

Down the misty murky Moria Line, 
hire, And there ain’t gonna be no stoppin’ 

Till the Pelennor Fields are mine, 

We’ll hold off the trolls and goblins, 

And all of the rocks they fling, 

Until Sam and Frodo set Gollum’s bells 

to Ring— 
And make me the King. 


“From somewhere we gotta get a hero”— 


D7 
That’s what the bards all sing, 
A7 D7 
But they never expected the rockin’ and 
Esus 
I bring— 
E (tacet) A7 
It’s the Return of the King. 


I got a suit of studded black leather, 

And my hair stays in place, of course, 

I got a re-forged steel electric guitar 

And a three-hundred-horsepower horse. 

No matter what I ask my Rangers, 

They’ ll do almost anything, 

And the ladies are waitin’ for the chance 
to dance and sing— 

At the return of the King. 


D7 
Well, everyone said that I was dead, 
A7 
Or maybe Ara-Goin’ off to hide, 
B7 
But I just kicked back to get on track, 
E (tacet) 
And wait till I hit my my Stride. 


Now, I’m supposed to marry Arwen, the Fairie 
Queen of the Saturday Nights, 
But until then, give me Eowyn 

rollin’ And Pll blow out her Northern Lights. 


We’ll have a celebration, 

And PII take a couple years to rest, 

Then Pll stick around and keep an eye on things 

When everybody else heads West, 

But I'll be here if you need me, 

Summer, Fall, Winter or Spring, 

And everyone in Middle-Earth’ II really rock 
and swing— 

At the Return of the King. 

D7 A7 

At the Return of the King. 

D7 A7 

At the Return of the King. 


A (tacet) 
— That’s why they call me the King. 
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Best War Song, 1991 


Temper of Revenge 


Words and Music: Julia Ecklar, Copyright 1983 
Arrangement Copyright 1990 by Wail Songs and Harpy Music 


We were sworn to pro- tect a time- less land, Our 
My com- pan- ion was made to be half of me; We were 


sealed in both bo- dy and soul. What is life to one 


lords deemed as good, Part of a great- er whole. — We 
hu- man a lone? How can one un- partnered be whole? — He was 


swore lords a pledge with breath and tongue— A pledge I now break with my 
slaugh- tered at night, not a war- rior’s death. All good- ness seemed use- less and 


heart. Those be- liefs im- pede what I’m called now to do, My al- 
vile. Good — let my fra- gile — world be des- troyed; My — 


le- gian- ces sun- der a part. — My soul was torn from 
oaths by such lies were de filed! — For- give me, my lords, for 


me this day; Half of me lies in- tered in his grave. 
what I do. Know that this sinner is suf- fer- ing, too. 
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That shat- tered 
But your vir- tues 


life I 
pure don’t 


can 
al- 


nev- 
low 


er re- trieve, No 
what I plan, And, by 


well 
God, 


mean- ing wiz- ad can save! 


rll pay kil- lers their due! 


So 


find me a horse, as 


ride 
Dm 


as the sun. Find me a 


blade that 
Dm 


will 


out at dawn while the sun’s in the sky So the 


Am Dm Dm 


Strong as my sword is the ven- 


geance is wrong, claim my 


Am Dm 


mas- ter- ful 


Am 


Dm 


lords, 


make 


Am 


I 


but 


their blood run. I will 


Dm F Am 


ven- geance has tem- pered my 


Dm 


Ven- geance 


has tem- pered my 
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Best Humorous Song, 1984 


Unreality Warp 


Words: Clif Flynt, Copyright 1980-1984 
Music: Talking Blues (C to F to G7, with occasional runs and fancy things 
thrown in for good measure and to show off guitar technique) 


( Clif has supplied heavy footnotes to this work which explain what it all means; for reasons of space [as in fear of 
being spaced] these have been omitted here. If you ask Clif nicely, you might be able to get a copy of the annotated 
version from him.) 


Well, Now, Strange things happen between the ports, 
But by and large, by all reports, 

The strangest thing is if you get cort, 

In an Unreality Warp. 


For you never know where you’ll be thrown, 
A fiery sun, or ancient Rome. 

Now, we were pulled from our friendly skies, 
And we were thrust into... 

Sigh Fi. 


Brave New Worlds, 

New Life, and new Civilizations. 
Amazing... 

Fantastic... 

Analog. 


Now, we were cruising through unfamiliar space 
When a strange look came to the First Mate’s face, 
And he said, “Cap’n. Cap’n Jed, 

The little star up there ahead. 

It’s not too bright, and it’s kind of red... 

It’s dim, Jed.” 

We spaced him. Wouldn’t you? 


But, we cruised on ’round to that little star, 
Cause it really wasn’t that very far. 
Landed on the planet of that little sun, 
Found out it had a companion. 

Little white dwarf circling the red one. 
Left our shadows red and long. 

The Second Mate, he burst into song! 

He sang, 

“T m being followed by Maroon Shadows, 
Maroon Shadows, Maroon Shadows.” 

We left him. 

We marooned him. 

Seems he wasn’t into Sci Fi, he was into Space Opera. 


Yes, we left that planet that we’d found. 

The mate’s caterwauling weren’t the only sound. 

It was filled with the cacaphonious robots. 

Aye, Robots, 

Running around making a helluva racket. 

What wasn’t filled with robots was filled with debris 
And the Rust of the Robots. 
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Five minutes on that din planet would drive you Berserker. 


Whole place was filled with the sound of Cylons. 
We figured Cylons was Golden, so we up and left. 
Took a cute little purple flower with us though. 

It whistles, and we call it a piper violet. 


Yes, we left that world, made our escape. 

The next world we hit, it was filled with Apes. 
We sent the Third Mate out to scout 

And he found he was being followed about. 

He came back to the ship a-singing, 

“T’m being followed by Baboon Shadows, 
Baboon Shadows, Baboon Shadows.” 

We went ape. 

We told him to quit monkeying around 

And get back on board vessel, 

But he wouldn’t do it. 

He obeyed the great apes instead, ’cause they said, 
“Take two giant steps backwards, Simian says.” 
But he’s settled down there now, 

Found the gorilla his dreams. 


United the tribes and wrote them their own national anthem. 


The Tarzan Tribes Forever. 


Well, by now we were getting short on crew, 

So we decided to land and pick up a few. 

We were looking for a populous place to land, 

We found a world that was covered with sand. 

We knew it was inhabited. It was a raucous planet. 
But the natives said it hadn’t always been that way. 
They told us stories Harkonnen back to the early days, 
When all you had to do was sit around 

And watch the sand worm into everything. 

But then there were children, it was a mess I assure you. 
But we picked up some new crewmembers. 

The planet had a hot sun. 

We had to orbit in the planet’s shadow, 

And one of the crewmen, he started singing, he sang, 
“I see a Bad Dune Rising, 

I see trouble on the way. 

I see Di Laurentis in production, 

I think that I will stay away.” 


We were appalled. 
I tried to stop him... 


Well, we found a world shaped like a ring, 

We never thought we’d see such a thing. 

We circled round, getting ready to land 

And we got grabbed by a giant hand! 

Strange little planet, weird little world. 

It had an intelligent life form that was a giant dirigible. 
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Curious critters, they followed us all about, 

And the Fourth Mate, he began to sing, he sang, 

“I’m being followed by bal...” 

We stopped him. We said we’d had enough. 

But then he met the humanoid on the planet 

And the going really got Rocky. 

He fell in love. Hopelessly and terribly. 

It was the worst case of heroine addiction I’d ever seen. 
Then he found out she had a dozen sisters, each identical 
And he ran amok, mowing them down like waves of wheat, 
All the time singing, “John Varley’s Clones Must Die.” 
The planet tried him, convicted him, 

Sentenced him to death on the Ophiuchi Hot Seat. 


Well, on a world where they wore green and black, 
We landed our ship, and they were taken aback 
’Cause we settled in and we didn’t attack. 

We told them we were friendly, 

And they started shooting! 


Finally a big, ugly fella named Ian, he explained it to us. 
He said they’s a fighting a folks called the friendlies. 
Friendlies had killed his brother 

And he was writing a report on it. 

It was going to be a Kinsey Report. 

He said it was so bad, 

They couldn’t even have Harmony in their music. 
Arguing about harmony broke up the best band on the planet. 
Jimmy and Tommy Dorsai. 

He said he’d met some whackos before 

But we were enough to drive a Graeme Crackers. 


Well, we found a system with planets nine, 
We thought things were going fine. 

One was green, and one was red, 

And towards the green one we did head. 


But, we ended up on the red planet instead, 
Got employment there installing indoor plumbing. 
They called us the John Carters of Mars. 


But, then one day we were installing plumbing in a bathroom that was already 
occupied. 
We got what they call a Deja view. 


We were told that we were in big trouble, and we better leave. 
So, we said “Thank you Mr. Tarkas, Fore Warned is Four Armed,” and we left. 
But, we're not sure yet that we're safe, for as they say: 


“T’m being followed by Barsoom shadows, 


Barsoom shadows, 
Barsoom shadows.” 
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Now, we were Lost in Space, we were flying blind, 
When our hydroponics got into a bind. 

There was too much neutral in the nutrient broth. 

We gave the robot a bunch of useless starcharts 

And told him to make fertilizer, but he wouldn’t do it. 
He just waved his vanes and twiddled his arms and said, 
“It does not compost...” 

Well, we gave him a Warning, Warning. 

We told him he’d be in Danger, Danger, 

And he finally decided he could do it. 

Except for one Forbidden Planet. 

Mechanical Id-iot. 

He didn’t dare Re-fusel, 

Although he did claim it was Robbying Peter to pay Paul. 


Well, we cruised ’till we found humans of sorts 

And we settled down in Mos Eisley port. 

I was looking’ around for a friendly bar, 

But I think I had travelled a tad too far. 

I was talking with this big, furry fella, 

But he had to keep leaving the bar and hitting the john. 
Said he drank the water on the wrong planet, 

Had a bad case of the Kessel Runs. 

Sort of like the Logan’s Runs. 

Anyhow, he got kind of friendly 

And invited me back up to his flat. 

Said I could have a Close Encounter with a Furred Kind. 
I declined. 

He got cantankerous, that bar got uproarious, 

And I been in fights before, but that was a genuine 

Bar Wars, and By George, I’ll look as far as that again 
Before I stop in a bar like that. 


Yes, strange things happen between the ports, 
But by and large, and by all reports, 

The strangest is if you get cort 

In an Unreality Warp. 

For you never know where you’|l be thrown, 
An ancient Sun, or Fiery Rome. 

Now we were pulled from our friendly skies 
And we were thrust into... 

Sci-Fi. 


And I’m telling you friends, My word is good as gold, 
I not pull-ing your leg, 

I hope I never get a chance to get back to my old star, 
Galaxy, planet, or universe. 

Even if it’s not Far man. 

Even if I can go by Carr, 

I’m not a Gernsback... 

You go. 
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Best Schtick, 1987 


Kinda Mediocre, Actually 


Words: Bill Roper and Clif Flynt, Copyright 1984 
Music: See “Unreality Warp” 


Now strange things happen where filk is sung 
But the strangest song I’ve heard begun 

Is a little song that’s full of puns; 

We call it Unreality Warp. 

For you never know what Clif will sing. 
He’ ll try to rhyme most anything. 

And if it neither scans nor rhymes, 

He’ll claim it was in five-fourths time. 


Weird little tempo, 

Strange new chords, 

To boldly go where no fingers have gone before. 
Amazing... Fantastic... 

Kinda mediocre, actually. 


We were having a quiet little filk. 

Things were going along just smooth as silk 

When Clif walked in with his guitar 

And settled down in a straight-backed char ...Chair. 

This little neo filker in the corner— 

Name was Julia Ecklar ... It was her! 

She said, “Clif, Filker Clif, 

Could you sing that song of yours — that Unreality Warp?” 
We spaced her. 

Didn’t help. He sang it anyway. 


That Clif Flynt, he’s got a heart of stone. 

He said he just didn’t want us to take him for granite. 
We told him that wasn’t gneiss. 

He said quartz it was. 

Then the going really got rocky. 

One filker pulled a knife. 

Said she wanted to see if striking steel against flint would create sparks. 
Then there was Chris. 

Big furry fella on the other side of the room. 

I signalled to Chris, 

“Garnet, we’re both peaceful fellows.” 

Wanting to avoid any bloodshed, 

We picked up a brick and rocked them both to sleep. 


Well, strange things happen where filk is sung, 
But the strangest song I’ve heard begun 

Is a little song that’s full of puns; 

We call it Unreality Warp. 

For you never know what Clif will sing. 

He’|l try to rhyme most anything. 

And if it neither scans nor rhymes, 

He’ll claim it was in nine-sevenths time. 


Don’t you fret. 

I’m not stringing you along. 

I’m sure Clif won’t pick on this one any more, 
Unless he wants to guitared and feathered. 
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Best Filk Song, 1991 


A Boy and His Frog 


Words and Music: Tom Smith, Copyright 1990 
Dedicated to the memory of Jim Henson 


Life is un- fair, so they tell me, Be- cause they think 
No one can make me what you did, No one could 


I would- n’t know. They on- ly can see a cheap 
walk in your shoes. No- thing can make me for- 


gim- mick On their chil- ¢ rens fa- vo- rite show. They say, 
get you, But that’snot a path that Td choose. 


“Oh, that’s just foam and a wi- re At- tached to a green vel- vet 
I cant just let it be ov- er, And you would- nt want it that 


sleeve. An- y- one can do that’— well, that’s true, I sup- 
way. So Pll stand up And [ll face it, 
A7 Dsus D7 G 


pose; But who else could make them be- lieve? What can I 
And though not quite in your voice, I'll say: I will go 


say with- out you there to guide me? How else am I supposed to 
on with- out you there to guide me, There’sso much more I can 
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How can I 


ev- e I sing, you 


sing with- out you there be- 


will be there be- 


side me? 
side me. As 


How else am 
long as I 


I supposed 
keep you, 


to 


live? 


yov’ll live. 


You could 
We just 


nev- er just 
want- ad to 


do the ex- 
make peo- ple 


pec- ted. 
hap- py. 


= 
È 
P- 
= 
p 
< 
rn 


i- dea in a 


sewed up 
nev- er 


your 
Te- 


think that he 


knew There was 


made quite a 
nev- er for- 


some- thing that 


team, Jim and 
(To Coda) 


mag- ic we made just kept grow- ing, 
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Scoot- 


er 


want to go 
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- tor 


on... 


Teeth, Cook- 


but what 


ie 


for? 
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Best Historical Song, 1988 


Song of the Shield-Wall 


Words: Debra Doyle, Copyright 1979 
Music: Melissa Williamson, Copyright 1979 


Has- ten, O sea- steed, o- ver the swan- road, Foam- y- necked ship o'er the 


froth of the sea! Hen- gest has called us from Got- land and Fri- sia To 


Vor- ti- gern’s coun- try, his a- my to be. We’ll take our pay there in 


sweet- er than sil- ver, We'll take our plun- der in 


rich- er than gold, For Hen- gest has prom- ised us 


land for our fight- ing, Land for the sons of the Sax- ons to hold! 
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Dm C 
Hasten, O sea-steed, over the swan-road, 


Dm C Dm 
Foamy-necked ship o’er the froth of the sea! 
Dm C 
Hengest has called us from Gotland and Frisia 
Dm C Dm 
To Vortigern’s country, his army to be. 
Dm Gm Dm 
We’ll take our pay there in sweeter than silver, 
F G Am 
We’ll take our plunder in richer than gold, 
Dm C Dm 
For Hengest has promised us land for our fighting, 
Dm C A Dm 


Land for the sons of the Saxons to hold! 


Hasten, O fyrds-men, down to the river; 

The dragon ships come on the in-flowing tide. 

The linden-wood shield and the old spear of ash-wood 

Are needed again by the cold waterside. 
Draw up the shield-wall, O shoulder-companions; 
Later, whenever our story is told, 
They’ll say that we died guarding what we call dearest, 
Land that the sons of the Saxons will hold! 


Hasten, O house-carls, north to the Danelaw; 
Harald Hardrada’s come over the sea! 
His longships he’s laden with baresarks from Norway 
To claim Canute’s crown and our master to be. 
Bitter he’ ll find here the bite of our spear-points, 
Hard ruling Northmen too strong to die old. 
We’ll grant him six feet — plus as much as he’s taller — 
Of land that the sons of the Saxons will hold! 


Make haste, son of Godwin, southward from Stamford, 
Victory’s sweet and your men have fought hard, 
But William the Bastard has landed at Pevensey, 
Burning the land you have promised to guard. 
Draw up the spears on the hilltop at Hastings, 
Fight till the sun drops and evening grows cold, 
And die with the last of your Saxons around you, 
Holding the land you were given to hold! 
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Best Filk Song, 1988 


Wind from Rainbow’s End 


Words and Music: Bill Roper, Copyright 1981 


When I was a child I made my way to school, 


And found the ways of child- ren to be ter- ri- ble and 


cruel. — Since I was dif- ferent, they 


chose me for the one, The sub- ject of their 


pleas- ure, to tor- ment just for fun. And I dream of 


stars and rock- ets spit- ting fire, — I dream of 


pray for a wind that blows from Rain- bow’s End To 


car- ry me @ way where I won't have to pre- tend. 
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Am D G Am 
When I was a child I made my way to school, 

F G F Am 
And found the ways of children to be terrible and cruel. 
Am D G Am 
Since I was different, they chose me for the one, 

F G Am 

The subject of their pleasure, to torment just for fun. 


When I was older I found new books to read; 

Of sorcerers and heroes, of wondrous words and deeds. 
Dick and Jane and little Spot were quickly cast aside, 
As I dwelt in the fantasy of a magic carpet ride. 


Chorus: 
C Am Fmaj7 GG7C 
And I dream of stars and rockets spitting fire, 
Am D 
I dream of fairies and hobbits in the Shire, 
F G C Am 
And pray for a wind that blows from Rainbow’s End 
Dm7 G Am 


To carry me away where I won’t have to pretend. 


From the worlds I read of I forged a mighty shield, 

A gleaming wall of armor for the schoolyard battlefield. 

And all the other children, they left me now alone, 

For none of them could follow to the place where I had gone. 


(Chorus) 


And now I am much older and school is far behind, 

But still I am encircled by the walls within my mind. 

And though they once kept others out, they’ve trapped me now within, 
And I know I can’t escape them, I don’t know how to begin. 


(Chorus) 
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Best Space Song, 1993 


Lightsailor 


Words: Barry Childs-Helton, Copyright 1989 
Music: “The Dark-Eyed Sailor,” Traditional 


—_— 
Out by the port on an auw tumn night She’s come to 


watch the probes take flight. Her eyes are dim now and scan the 


deep For a trail of fi- re — a trail of 
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Am D Am 
Out by the port on an autumn night 
G Am 
She’s come to watch the probes take flight. 
Dm Am 
Her eyes are dim now and scan the deep 
Em 

For a trail of fire — a trail of fire — 

Dm Am AmD Am D 
To rouse her heart from sleep. 


A strange young man in explorer’s white 
Drifts like a star out in the night. 

He stops before her, some steps away; 

She turns toward him — turns toward him — 
To hear what he might say. 


He says, “Believe I mean no harm. 

Will you take my coat? Will you take my arm?” 
She says, “I just come here to watch them fly, 
As someone once did — someone once did — 
Into the open sky. 


“In the thirty years he’s been in space, 

My youth has long since left my face. 

He flies near lightspeed, as lost to me 

As if he’d vanished — as if he’d vanished — 
Into that starry sea. 


“Please tell no one you saw me here. 

They’d only laugh at me, I fear. 

I know the folly of wasted time. 

We made our choices — made our choices — 
And I will live with mine.” 


He says, “You know, I was born in space. 

Our captain told us about this place. 

Our lightsail sundered while outward bound; 

We turned her homeward — turned her homeward — 
And only now touched down.” 


She says, “Lightsails haven’t flown in years. 
You’ ve had your laugh. You’ve seen my tears.” 
He says, “Forgive me. You couldn’t know, 

We left this planet — left this planet — 

Some thirty years ago.” 


She says, “The gods love thievery, 

The stars from him, and him from me. 

Still, tell your captain, I'l] meet him here 
Tomorrow morning — tomorrow morning — 
When the sky is clear.” 
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Best Filk Song, 1989 


Dawson’s Christian 
Words and Music: Duane Elms, Copyright 1987 


Jay- me Daw- son was the Cap- tain of the Chris- tian and her crew, And he 


flew and fought the Chris- tian in the War of Eight- y- two. Now the 


Chris- tian was the tight- est ship ‘tween here and Char- le- magne, And the 


D Em Chorus: G 


crew of Jay- me Daw- son was the same. There are stor- ies of the 


Dutch- man, the Ce- leste, and Bam- ham’s Pride, There are stor- ies of the 


Horse- man and the La- dy at his side, But the tale that chills my spir- it, more be- 


cause I know it’s true, Is the tale of Jay- me Daw- son and his crew. 


Yes, the tale of Daw- son’s Chris- tian and her crew. 
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Jayme Cam was the Captain of the ee and her crew, 

And he flew and fought the Christian in ae we of EA 

Now de Cutie was the tightest ship i and Charlemagne, 
And the kA of Jayme Dawson was the =e 


On patrol in sector seven, keeping watch on Barber’s sun, 

They were jumped by three light cruisers though they weren’t a match for one. 
As they came to general quarters and they sent out the alarm, 

Dawson’s crew was sure they’d finally bought the farm. 


No one living saw that battle, though the fleet was quick to leave. 

When they reached the site, they found a scene no sane man could believe. 
Dead in space lay three light cruisers, cut to ribbons all around, 

But no sign of Dawson’s Christian could be found. 


G Em G Em 
There are stories of the Dutchman, the Celeste, and Barnham’s Pride; 

D Em D 
There are stories of the Horseman and the Lady at his side, 

G Em G Em 
But the tale that chills my spirit, more because I know it’s true, 
D Em 
Is the tale of Jayme Dawson and his crew. 
Em 

Yes, the tale of Dawson’s Christian and her crew. 


I was second mate on Hera’s Dream, a freighter of the line. 
We were shipping precious metals to the colony on Nine. 

It was on the second watch of that most uneventful flight 
When the pirate ships appeared out of the night. 


Now to me there was no question, for they had us four to one, 
And you can’t fight dirty pirates when your freighter has no gun. 
So we stood by to be boarded by a party yet unseen, 

When another ship appeared upon our screen. 


First we thought it just a pirate, but the vector was all wrong. 
Then we thought it might be rescue, but the signal wasn’t strong. 
When she didn’t answer hailing, we all felt an unknown dread, 
For we saw her shields were up and glowing red. 
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Now the courage of that single ship is shown by very few, 
But we never knew a ship could fly the way the stranger flew. 
Never fearing guns or numbers, like a tiger to its meat, 

The stranger then attacked the pirate fleet. 


And the stranger’s beams burned brighter than all beams I’d seen before, 


And the stranger’s shields were harder than the heart of any whore. 
As the battle rent the ether, while we watched and shook our heads, 
The pirate ships were cut to bloody shreds. 
The pirate ships were cut to bloody shreds. 


Just as quickly as it started then the fighting was all done. 

For the pirate fleet was shattered and the stranger’s ship had won. 
Though we tried to call and thank her, not an answer could we draw. 
Then she dropped her shields and this is what we saw: 


There were thirty holes clear through her and a gash along one side, 
And we knew that when it happened, no one on her hadn’t died. 
For the markings all said Christian, deep inside us each one knew 
Twas the tomb of Jayme Dawson and his crew. 


Now instead of flying off, the stranger then began to fade, 

First the hull, and then the bulkheads as we cowered there afraid, 
For as the Christian disappeared, the last to slip from view 

Were the bones of Jayme Dawson and his crew. 

Yes, the bones of Jayme Dawson and his crew. 


There are stories of the Dutchman, the Celeste, and Barnham’s Pride, 
There are stories of the Horseman and the Lady at his side, 

But the tale that chills my spirit, and I swear to God it’s true, 

Is the tale of Jayme Dawson and his crew. 

Yes, the tale of Dawson’s Christian and her crew. 


The Pegasus Winners 


Best Ose Song, 1987 


Ian the Grim 
Words and Music: Clif Flynt, Copyright 1979 


L an the Grim had no con- science nor heart, They called him a true man of 


war. He walked out a lone, where the bat- tled been fought. Out 


walk- ing ‘midst blood and ’midst gore. Re- leas- ing the wound- ed and 


L an the Grim, he had on- ly one friend, A man he had known long be- 


fore He’d leaned of the bat- tles, the drink- ing of gin, And 


learned that all wo- men are whores. And to- geth- er they'd walk through the 


ev- er had been. And if ev- er theyd lose an- y more. 
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Am Dm Am 
Ian the Grim had no conscience nor heart, 


Am Em Am 
They called him a true man of war. 
Am Dm Am 
He walked out alone, where the battle’d been fought. 
Am Em Am 
Out walking ’midst blood and ’midst gore. 
Dm Am 
Releasing the wounded and stripping the dead 
Am Em Am 


As he had done oft times before. 


Now, Ian the Grim, he had only one friend, 

A man he had known long before 

He’d learned of the battles, the drinking of gin, 

And learned that all women are whores. 

And together they’d walk through the woods gold and green, 
Speak of the things that they’d known and they’d seen, 

And of what they had lost, if it ever had been. 

And if ever they’d lose any more. 


Now, Ian the Grim and his friend shared a dog, 

For longer than either recalled. 

They’d found it, a puppy, and half scared to death. 
Half buried in a blood spattered wall. 

And they’d raised it to health as the soldiers will do 
In a cradle they’d made from a dead farmer’s shoe. 
Raised it and trained it as best as they knew. 

And it cheered them as best it knew how. 


And that dog travelled with them wherever they’d go 
Be it bivouac, country, or town. 

And Ian would smile at the tricks the dog knew, 
That dog never saw Ian frown. 

But they’d leave it behind when they went into war, 
Not let it see what it lived through before, 

The screaming and dying, the blood and the gore, 
And Ian’s face creased with a frown. 


The battle was over, Ian walked out alone, 
Looking for faces he knew. 

He saw his old friend lying right next to death, 
And he cried for he knew what he’d do. 

For there never was hope for the wounded like these. 
If their wounds didn’t kill them they died from disease. ~ 
Death was a mercy. They’d earned their release. 

And he did what a soldier must do. 
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But unable he was to continue his rounds, 

Though he never had faltered before. 

He trudged weary footsteps away back to town. 
A-trailing the blood and the gore. 

And he went to his tent, for the dog waited there, 

And he looked for the joy that he now could not share. 
And he opened that tent, and he found it was bare. 
There was nothing but a gnawed away cord. 


Now, back to the battlefield Ian did run, 

He ran like he’d ne’er run before, 

A’ following a howling that he alone heard, 

Like a howling from Hell’s open door. 

And he followed that trail though he’d known it would end 
At the blood spattered body that had once been his friend. 
And the dog raised its head and it howled once again. 

And Ian just stopped and he swore. 


The dog raised its head and it cried once again, 

In a voice that was fitful and small. 

It cried of the anguish, the wounds, and the pain, 

And of puppies half-buried in walls. 

And it cried for its master who lay by it dead. 

And it howled for the bloods that its masters had shed. 
Red badges it shared with those wounded and dead. 
Toward Ian it started to crawl. 


Now Ian sank down with a whimper and cry, 

His head sinking down to his palms, 

And he raised up his face and his hands to the sky, 
Like a beggarman asking for alms. 

And the dog hobbled on on the three legs it had. 

It whimpered to see him as though it were glad 

At finding its saviour, the one friend it had. 

And it laid down its head in his arms. 


The dog coughed up blood as it lapped Ian’s hand, 
Content now its master was nigh. 

For Ian had saved the dog’s life once before, 

The dog knew he’d not let him die. 

And Jan gazed up at the clouds in the sky, 

Silently screaming and asking them why, 

But, the clouds, ever silent, they make no reply. 
And he then helped his last friend to die. 


Now, Ian the Grim has no conscience nor heart, 
They call him a true man of war. 

He walks out alone where the battle’s been fought, 
Alone, amidst blood and ’midst gore. 

Releasing the wounded and stripping the dead 

As he has done oft times before. 
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Best Media Song, 1988 


Superman Sex Life Boogie 


Words and Music: Tom Smith, Copyright 1986 
Superman, Lois Lane, and Lex Luthor Copyright & Trademark of DC Comics, Inc. 


Well, Tm a small- town boy with a heart of gold, Not to 
G F E G 


men- tion heat vi- sion and breath that’s cold, [ve got su- per strength, Pm im- 
Am F E 


mune to pain, But Pm weak in the knees a round Lo- is Lane. She’s got a 


on- to her thighs. She’s got great taste, so I just don’t see Why she’s in 
E = 


love with my cos- tume, but not with me. I can change the 


sas 


course of riv- ers, bend steel in my bare hands, But none of that ho- key 


ma- cho stuff makes me feel an- y more like a man. I’m fas- ter than a 
Esus E 
l2 


speed- ing bul- let, Pm tough- er than a mov- ing train, But wh 
A A7 D Dm E (tacet) Am G F E 


ai. i 
ED SP P'E a a Sl a ee a a a 
a SS Sel SS LT SRT ANNO TRL LN NR GRE © OT 
= Az 


leap a tall build- ing in a sin- gle bound,When Id rath- er jump Lo- is Lane. 
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Am G F E (etc.) 
Well, I’m a small-town boy with a heart of gold, 
Not to mention heat vision and breath that’s cold, 
I’ve got super strength, I’m immune to pain, 
But I’m weak in the knees around Lois Lane. 
She’s got a sexy walk, and the bluest eyes; 
Her clothes are all painted onto her thighs. 
She’s got great taste, so I just don’t see 
Why she’s in love with my costume, but not with me. 


A G D A 
I can change the course of rivers, bend steel in my bare hands, 

A G D Esus E 
But none of that hokey macho stuff makes me feel any more like a man. 
A G D Esus E 
I’m faster than a speeding bullet, I’m tougher than a moving train, 

A A7 D Dm 

But why leap a tall building in a single bound, 
E (tacet) Am G F E (etc.) 


When I’d rather jump Lois Lane. 


Well, I’m a nice, easy-going kind of guy, 

I’ve got mild manners and my wit is dry, 

But it doesn’t ever seem to matter what I say, 
*Cause Lois never gives me the time of day. 

But when I fly the city in my blue and red, 

She’d risk the whole world just to get me to bed, 
But that’s not the way I want to let her get my bod, 
It’s not making love, it’s seducing God. 


I’ve told her a thousand times, we can never have normal sex. 

If I lose control, we could get David Cronenberg to do the special effects, 
I’m faster than a speeding bullet, I’m tougher than a moving train, 

But why leap a tall building in a single bound, 

When I'd rather jump Lois Lane. 


Well, I’m sick of all the super-villains poking fun, 
Just because I’m still a virgin at age thirty-one. 

I don’t like the names that I’m being called, 

I couldn’t care if Lex Luthor’s always been more bald. 
Pd love to let Lois know the way I feel, 

To let her know the man underneath the steel, 

But she doesn’t want to have a thing to do with me, 
Unless I’m out bashing baddies in my Bee Vee Dees. 


I’ve had it with the hero biz, frustration has got me down. 

Why should I bother with saving the city, when I’d rather be painting the town? 
I’m faster than a speeding bullet, I’m tougher than a moving train, 

But I'd throw it all away in a minute if I 

Could just once get the jump on Lane. 


(final chords) Am G F E C D Esus-E Am 
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Best Love Song, 1991 


Velveteen 


Words and Music: Kathy Mar, Copyright 1989 
Based on The Velveteen Rabbit by Margery Williams 


When I was born and ta- ken home all snug- gled close and 


warm I did- nt know at all that there were de fects in my 


form The years and all they brought to me have left their marks be- 


hind But if some- one can love me still Pm sure that I won’t 


mind — I can on- ly wish some- one will know just how I 


feel And love me though Im shab- by quite e- nough to make me real 
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C Fmaj7 G E7 
When I was born and taken home all snuggled close and warm 


Am Dm Dsus4 G 
I didn’t know at all that there were defects in my form 
Dm E7 Am 
The years and all they brought to me have left their marks behind 
Dm C G C 
But if someone can love me still I’m sure that I won’t mind 
Dm C E7 Am 
I can only wish someone will know just how I feel 
F C G C 


And love me when I’m shabby quite enough to make me real 


I’ve often heard the stories of the ones that love made real 
And often I have thought that I would someday learn to feel 
I sit here only watching at the borders of my life 

And the fear of never being loved has pierced me like a knife 


I can only wish someone will know just how I feel 
And love me when I’m shabby quite enough to make me real 


Now someone special in my life has made my wish occur 
In spite of my misshapen form and shabby worn-out fur 

I know that I am loved each time I see that someone’s eyes 
They tell me I am real in ways that nothing can disguise 


And I have got my wish for someone who knows just how I feel 
He’s loved me though I’m shabby quite enough to make me real 


Now all you ladies worried ’cause your shape is not quite true 

And all you men with rubbed-off fur and scalp that’s showing through 
And all you minds with failing seams and fear where all can see 

Take heart from this true lesson from a worn-out shabby me 


And I can only hope that someone will know just how you feel 
And love you though you’re shabby quite enough to make you real 
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Best Literary Song, 1990 


Daddy’s Little Girl 


Words and Music: Julia Ecklar, Copyright 1983 
Arrangement Copyright 1990 by Wail Songs and Harpy Music 


Dad- dy’s lit- tle girl grew up one night last fall When 


Mom- my died be- neath the kit- chen stair. — And 


now they're cry- ing an- ger *cause we won’t come when they call, And 


a 
f 
| 4) 
EC TE E EE »., 
ERA SE E E ESERE S ST SS A EE E a R a a E E ESE 


if they ev- er hold us, I fear what I might hurl. For 


though they’ve nev- er told us, Dad- dy’s girl can burn the world. — 


Fi- re! Fi- re! Fi- re! With the ba- by in the pen. Fi- re! Fi- re! 


Fi- re! is the la- dys on- ly friend. And if they dare the 
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past; — They’ll find their fi- re start- er's grown up fast. — 


Am E 
Daddy’s little girl grew up one night last fall 
E Am 
When Mommy died beneath the kitchen stair. 
Am Ẹ 
And now they’re crying anger ’cause we won’t come when they call, 
Am 
And they won’t let us find peace anywhere. 
G Am 
But if they ever hold us, I fear what I might hurl, 
E E7 
For ’though they’ve never told us, Daddy’s girl can burn the world. 
Am E 
Fire! Fire! Fire! With the baby in the pen. 
Am 
Fire! Fire! Fire! is the lady’s only friend. 
Am 
And if they dare the darkness, and try to hem us in, 
E 
Daddy’s little girl forgets the past; 
E E7 Am 
They’ll find their firestarter’s grown up fast. 


Stallions running madly, with manes and tails aflame, 

Pounding through my dreams in nightmare herds. 

Just running, always running, not outdistancing the pain, 

But Daddy’s girl could end it in a word. 

I never want to hurt them, for I know that would be bad. 

But they push and hate and scare us; they don’t know all I have. 
I have fire! Fire! Fire! to bring monsters in the night. 
Fire! Fire! Fire! burns my life in hellish light. 
Burning hands, and burning hair; must I burn all I see? 
Fury and the fire are close friends; 
And the firestarting nightmare never ends. 


A year is spent inside, learning how to wield a burn. 
Light your match? Before your eye could see. 
But now something’s gone wrong, and we’re trapped around each turn, 
Locked within a cell without a key. 
Oh, there’s nowhere left to run to, and there’s nowhere left to turn, 
And there’s nothing left to run for, but there’s something left to burn. 
Fire! Fire! Fire! warms the willow trees at night. 
Fire! Fire! Fire! will make everything all right. 
Destroy my life and family as if you all were gods. 
But you taught Daddy’s girl that game, you fools, 
And firestarters don’t play by the rules. 
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Best Techie Song, 1989 


Do It Yourself 


Words: Bill Sutton, Copyright 1984 
Music: “Macnamara’s Band, sort of — sideways” 


I went to buy com- pu- ters and they said, “A mil- lion bucks For a 


brand- new main- frame I B M”— now that price real- ly sucks! So I 


looked at all the pic- tures and I chose to build my own, For 


F C G F C G 


Am- dahl, NEC, and N C R, they don’t know an- y- thing. They 


make big bucks for sys- tems, so they nev- er want it known That 


F C G F C 


you can build a main- frame from the things you find at home! 
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C 
I went to buy computers and they said, “A million bucks 
G G 
For a brand-new mainframe IBM” — now, that price really sucks! 
C 
So I looked at all the pictures and I chose to build my own, 
F C G F C 
For you can build a mainframe from the things you find at home! 


Chorus: 
C 

Oh, IBM, DEC and Honeywell, HP, DG, and Wang, 

F C G 

Amdahl, NEC, and NCR, they don’t know anything. 

C 
They make big bucks for systems, so they never want it known 
F C 


That you can build a mainframe from the things you find at home! 


Take the CPU, you see, it’s only just a box 

With blinking lights and whirring fans and lots of cable slots. 

So I spent an evening working with some wires and bulbs and pins, 
Then I hauled them to the basement and I plugged the freezer in. 


(Chorus) 


Next I needed tape drives, my tape drives were a steal. 

I climbed into the attic for my dad’s old reel-to-reel. 

Some cable and some binder twine and soon it was complete — 
My CPU and tape drive at a price no one could beat! 


(Chorus) 


Then I looked for disc drives, but it didn't take me long. 
“Function follows form,” they say — or have I got that wrong? 
I found a drive with five new modes that blows the rest away... 
Cottons, linens, wash-n-wear, rinse and lingerie! 


(Chorus) 


I had to have a console just to make my system run; 
Without a fancy console, then my system wasn’t done. 

I tied a ten-buck typer to a broken TV tube, 

And now I’ve got a console that can write the evening news. 


(Chorus) 


I’ve had my system running; I'll admit it’s not the best. 
The data isn’t right and the response time is a mess. 

It crashes every hour and it isn’t worth a damn, 

But I’m satisfied because it runs just like an IBM! 


(Chorus) 


Yes, you can build a mainframe from the things you find at home! 
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Best Fannish Song, 1990 


Weekend-Only World 


Words and Music: T. J. Burnside Clapp, Copyright 1988 


l- I meet them dai- ly, months on end, the sur- face all I 


see; Do they hold the things in their hearts — that I 


do in mine? — We talk of mort- gag- es and sports and 


what’s new on T V; But we grow no clo- ser with the pass- ing 


G © G D G 2 and 3: 


ev- ery month, few- er when the mo- ney’s low; But for 


those few days my heat is filled with won- der. 


I have lived a life- time — in those few but pre- cious 


G C G Em Am D 


hours. Do they e ven see the clouds that they live un- -— 
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der? In my week- end- on- ly world that 


they call make - be- lieve — I have such friends as they can just i- 


they tell me is real I see so lit- tle - love it leaves me 


things they care a bout aren’t real to me. In my 


Am D Em C Em 
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week- end- on- ly world I know chil- dren who are free To 


dream and sing and learn and love and hope and care; In the 
C D Em C Em 


real - time life where they too soon will be, Who’ll 


give them dreams so they can bring the fu- ture there? — 
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G Em G G 
I meet them daily months on end, the surface all I see; 
Am D 
Do they hold the things in their hearts that I do in mine? 
G Bm C G 
We talk of mortgages and sports and what’s new on TV, 
C G D GCGD 


But we grow no closer with the passing time. 


G Em 
Three days out of every month, fewer when the money’s low; 
G Am D 
But for those few days my heart is filled with wonder. 
G Bm C G 
I have lived a lifetime in those few but precious hours. 
C G Em AmDG 
Do they even see the clouds that they live under? 


Bm C G 
Chorus: In my weekend-only world that they call make-believe 
C G Am D 
I have such friends as they can just imagine; 
G B7 Em C Cm 
In the real-time life that they tell me is real 
G Em AmD G 


I see so little love it leaves me saddened. 


In an hour of make-believe in these warm convention halls 
My mind runs free. I think and feel so deeply; 

An intimacy never found behind their silent walls 

In a year or more of. what they call reality. 


Chorus: In my weekend-only world that they call make-believe 
Are those who share the visions that I see; 
In the real-time life that they tell me is real 
The things they care about aren’t real to me. 


Bridge: In my weekend-only world 
I know children who are free 
To dream and sing and learn and love and hope and care; 
In the real-time life where they too soon will be, 
Who’ll give them dreams so they can bring the future there? 


Tell me that my world’s not real, and I'll only smile. 
After all these years I finally know it isn’t so. 

I used to envy what they had, not knowing all the while 
I had more than they could ever know. 


Chorus: In my weekend-only world that they call make-believe 
Are the dreamers and the planners just like me. 
In the real-time life that they tell me is real 
We will build the new world that we want to see. 


And in my weekend-only world I hold inside my heart 

It keeps me safe for weeks so long between 

All my truest, realest friends, from whom I soon must part — 
You and I alone know what “real” means. 
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Best Humorous Song, 1986 
A Reconsideration of Anatomical Docking Maneuvers 


in a Zero-Gravity Environment 
Words and Music: Diana Gallagher, Copyright 1983 


Mak- ing love in a ze ro G en- vi- ron- ment May not pro- 


duce the sat- is- fac- tion we pro- ject. The pro- 


posed e- rot- ic pos- si- bil- i- ties De- ny New- ton’s Laws of Mo- tion and 


how an will af- fect Our ro- man- tic in- clin- a tions yas in space 


sta- tions. Now I may be wrong, but it 


seems to me When con- tem- plat- ing the dy- nam- ics of sex, That 


sent some press- ing prob- lems we did not ex- pect. 
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A 
Making love in a zero-G environment 
G A 
May not produce the satisfaction we project. 


The proposed erotic possibilities 
F D F D 
Deny Newton’s Laws of Motion and how they will affect 
F D 


Our romantic inclinations... in space stations. 


Momentum changes in proportion to the force 
Acting on a resting body and making it move, 
And every action is opposed 
By an equal reaction of the same magnitude 
In the opposite direction... without exception. 


A D G 
Now I may be wrong, but it seems to me 
D 
When contemplating the dynamics of sex, 
D G 


That trying to do it in zero-G 
A7 D 
May present some pressing problems we did not expect. 


Making love in a zero-G environment 
May be more hazardous than advocates assume. 

Adrift in compartments three-dimensional, 
Pelvic push may quickly find lovers parted and marooned, 
Or rebounding off the walls... ricochet free fall. 


Zero-G may have industrial advantages 
For pharmaceuticals, ball bearings, and steel. 
But in matters of human sensuality, 
Friction is essential. Future studies may reveal 
That weightless copulation... induces frustration. 


Now I may be wrong, but it seems to me 

That carnal stimulation will be desired. 
So in order to do it in zero-G, 

Some new techniques may be required. 


Making love in a zero-G environment 
May foster changes in our moral attitudes. 

Nature provides for the planetbound, 
But the state of the art in orbit must improve. 
Desperate lovers may engage... space age sex aids. 
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Together tethers would prevent random wandering. 
Magnetic harnesses incorporating alternating poles 
Could sustain an interaction electrically. 
Rear thrusters would supply perfect docking control. 
Entry speed and rhythm set... easy on the retro-jets. 


Now I may be wrong, but it seems to me 

That we'll never be sure unless we go and try it. 
So for reasons of promoting space industry, 

We should encourage the idea. 

The gen’ral public will buy it. 


Making love in a zero-G environment 
Is a problem we must solve to survive. 
With a dash of erotic ingenuity, 
And invention of necessity, science will arrive 
At a feasible solution to the twenty-first century... sensual revolution. 
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Best Filk Song, 1986 


Witnesses’ Waltz 


Words and Music: Leslie Fish, Copyright 1984 


Twelve thou- sand, half mil- lion, mil- lion and more Pic- nick- ing 


out on the warm- wat- er shore. No- bo- dy notes that we're al- ways at 


hand To watch all the space- ships that take off and 
C F 


Ma- ry and Joe. Pack up some lunch- es, and ev- ery- one go. 
, Am G 
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Fill up the cam- per, drive down to White Sands, And we'll 

C C 


pour the cham- pagne when the Space Shut- tle lands. 


B 
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Chorus: 


G Am G 
Twelve thousand, half-million, million and more 
C Am Ẹ 
Picnicking out on the warm-water shore. 
C F C F 
Nobody notes that we’re always at hand 
F C G C 


To watch all the spaceships that take off and land. 


C F C G 
Come along Harry and Mary and Joe. 
Am G CG 
Pack up some lunches, and everyone go. 
C Am F G 
Fill up the camper, drive down to White Sands, 
F C G C 
And we’|l pour the champagne when the Space Shuttle lands. 


(Chorus) 


It’s the loveliest show on this Earth that you’ ll see; 

It’s living and real, not just tape on TV. 

So come to Canaveral, and bring lots of beer. 

When the spaceship takes off we’ ll all stand up and cheer. 


(Chorus) 


Politicians ignore us, the media too; 

But if they don’t notice, the ships always do. 

See her landing so lightly, you’d swear that she cares 
That she flies on two wings and a good million prayers. 


(Chorus) 


So come let’s go witness the take-off today 

While the world’s biggest beach party cheers her away. 
We’ll bang the drums proudly and blow on the conch. 
Leave a sign on your door that just says “Out to Launch.” 


(Chorus) 
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Best Filk Song, 1992 
God Lives on Terra 


Words and Music: Julia Ecklar, Copyright 1983 
Arrangement Copyright 1990 by Wail Songs and Harpy Music 


I was born in In- ver- ness on the sec- ond day of spring, 


six- teenth year, signed my life a way, And 


flew out from this world to which with joy I come to- day. 


Ter- ra, in her lands ev- er green. 


the most love- ly I have seen. 
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O Cda 


T7 


Em Coda 


she’s His 
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C D G C 
I was born in Inverness on the second day of spring, 
C D G 
But my soul yearned to sail the stars, my heart did long to sing. 
D G Em 
So when I made my sixteenth year, I signed my life away, 
Am 
And flew out from this world to which with joy I come today. 


Now somewhere in Eighth Sector there’s a world called Hellendiv 
Where, long ago, the spacefolk did decide the gods did live. 

And, aye, that world is heavenly, but Heaven it not be, 

For my God made my heart, and made the land most dear to me. 


C D G C D G Em 
And God lives on Terra, in her lands of evergreen. 
C D G C D D7 
Her silken skies over velvet vales, the most lovely I have seen. 
C D G C D G 
And when I watch a sunset fade from red to royal blue, 
Em C D G Em C D G 


I know God lives on Terra; she’s His own dream come true. 


Now I’ve seen the sun on ’Rakkis, and I’ ve felt her golden sands; 
On Wrigley’s I once won a bet, and I’ve held a queen’s fair hand. 
And I’ve made love in the summer snows of a Rigel mountain cap, 
And seen the universe unfold on Pern from dragonback. 


I’ve seen this whole grand galaxy, and I thank the Lord for that. 

I thank God for the chance to go, and the chance to now come back. 
And I thank the Lord that I was born in the cradle of mankind. 

I love the God who made this world whose beauty outlives time. 


For God lives on Terra, in the hearts and souls of man. 


Why search the stars for lost Eden’s shores when He made her right at hand? 


The beauty of her blueness always moves my heart to tears, 
For God so loved Terra, that He chose to live right here. 


C D G C D G 


Yes, God lives on Terra; He lives and loves right here. 
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Best Tribute, 1992 


Madame Curie’s Hands 


Lyrics: Duane Elms, Copyright 1987 
Music: “Leader of the Band,” by Dan Fogelberg 


G C/G G Bm C 
A young and headstrong lady was Madame Marie Curie, 
Am Em Am C D 
And radiation was the field she studied selflessly. 
G C/G G Bm 
She didn’t know the dangers, as she worked long nights alone, 
Am Em Am D7 G C/G G C/G G C/G G 


And spent her health to open up the secrets of the stone. 


Now nature has no honor and the gamma ray no soul; 

They cut her hands to pieces as she labored toward her goal. 

The skin was marked and blistered and the joints were stiff and sore, 
And pain was something that she barely managed to ignore. 


C Bm C G 
The lady never faltered as our ignorance gave ground 
Am Em Am F D 
And never thought about herself as knowledge there she found. 
C Bm C G 
If you would wish to know the cost the search for truth demands, 
Am Em Am D G C/G G C/G G C/G G 
You only have to take a look at Madame Curie’s hands. \w 
ys } 
A desperate muse she followed when she tracked the gamma glow, N / 
Driven not by thought of gain, but an urgent need to know. Vd le 
Her life was not a long one, though she served her master well. x G 


Leukemia was her reward, along with two Nobels. 


So many souls have followed in the path the lady led, 

And some returned with victory while others came back dead. 
The ones who rode the shuttle and the ones who never flew, 
Each paid the price with honor for the knowledge we pursue. 


So thanks to all who travel down this long and deadly road, 
And thanks to all who take the risks and carry mankind’s load. 
The way is never easy and there are no promised lands 

For those who make the sacrifice of Madame Curie’s hands, 
For those who choose the sacrifice of Madame Curie’s hands. 
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Best Filk Song, 1987 
Harbors 


Words and Music: Anne Passovoy, Copyright 1979 


It’s sel- dom in Chi- ca- go that you see the stars by 


so- dium va- por light. But I have seen the hea- vens from a 


high and lone- ly place, And I know that’s the clos- est rll 


ev- er come to space. But I have seen the 


har- bor, And the tall ships point the way, And my 


child- ren or their child- ren May go out there some day. 
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C Am F 
It’s seldom in Chicago that you see the stars by night. 
C G7 
The skies are red and angry with sodium vapor light. 
F C Am 
But I have seen the heavens from a high and lonely place, 
Am F Am 
And I know that’s the closest I'll ever come to space. 
F C 
But I have seen the harbor, 
F G7 
And the tall ships point the way, 
C F 


And my children or their children 
F 
May go out there some day. 


If I live a long time, and if mankind turns once more 

To dare a present danger, to reach some future shore, 

Then I may yet see pictures from distant foreign skies, 

And know them for reflections in my children’s questing eyes. 


And I have seen the harbor, 

And the ships are proud and bold, 
And the children born this morning 
May already be too old. 


In our mundane life there’s no one happier than I. 

I’m contented to live planet-bound, for time has passed me by. 
But my children and their children are well worth dreaming for. 
The glories of tomorrow lie golden at their door. 


But I have seen the harbor, 

And the ship’s departing gleam, 
And the witnesses of wonders 
Are forgiven when they dream. 
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